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gACK in the old days when 
a miner whispered the 
magic word "Gold" it started 
a stampede of wild-eyed men. 
Guns flamed. Life was cheap. 
Boom towns blossomed into 
glittering cities overnight. 
Rough, two-fisted men ran- 
sacked Nature's coffers for the 
yellow ore, and vast fortunes 
were made. And lost. The 
precious dust and nuggets then 
were worth only a few dollars 

. In the near future another" 
magic word may be whispered 
up Red Rock Canon way, in 
California's rugged Kern 
County, and another wild 
stampede may be under way. 
The word will not be gold. It 
will be radium! No ore at a 
few dollars an ounce this 
time, but an exotic, glowing 
element that brings the owner 
upwards of $50,000 a gram! 
(A gram weighs about as much 
as two aspirin tablets.) 

The word radium has been 
whispered in California once 
before. In fact, it was shouted 
out vehemently and derisively 
and instead of causing a stam- 
pede, it brought disappoint- 
ment and heartache to ■ the 
owner of the claim. It did 
several other . things, but we'll 
have to back-track a few years 
to get at the beginning. 

Ever hear of Josie White- 



hill Bishop? She is a small, 
nutbrown lady of near-seventy, 
admittedly a "desert rat" of 
long years experience, and a 
real product of the Old West. 

Josie was born in Silver 
City, New Mexico, when law 
and order was administered 
by six-guns and ropes. She 
remembers Billy the Kid. In 
fact, her father was the quick- 
shooting sheriff who rounded 
up and nabbed the Kid. 

Josie recalls vividly many 
things which fiction writers like 
to glorify. She can spin yarns 
about wily old Geronimo and 
his roving band that make 
your spine tingle.' She has seen 
women, crazed with fear and 
horror, clutching- coarse black 
hairs in their hands. Indian 
hairs. She has seen hangings. 
And she remembers two young 
boys wo had been scalped and 
left to die by the redskins, 
being brought into her father's 
house. 

For nearly 30 years Josie 
Bishop has fought the desert. 
Fought its heat and silence and 
hazards. And she has loved 
every bit of it. But she will 
tell you that she has had a 
worse fight with outsiders than 
any the desert ever offered. 

Back in September of 1937, 
Josie sat in the Palace Hotel 
in San Francisco and talked to 
a news reporter. She was tell- 



ing him of her early struggles. 

"Judges I knew in Bakers- 
field saw that I got some jury 
duty. The money I earned in 
court fed me and my children. 
(She had six.) But I never 
lost hope. I was looking for 
gold and silver. My hunch told 
me that my claims (11 of 'em) 
.held something better." 

She didn't know what, not 
being a chemist. But she fig- 
ured there was something 
mighty queer about what hap- 
pened to her eyes whenever 
she was around one of her 

"They always burned," she 
told the reporter. "At first I 
thought it was the face powder 

'Then one day I met a 

young engineer in the lobby 
of a Bakersfield hotel and 
showed him some of my ore- 
samples. He didn't know what 
they contained, but promised 
to find out. 

He found radium — a whuie 
lot of it. 

The specimens were sent to 
a prominent assay office and 
they found so much radium in 
the pitchblende that they ac- 
cused Josie of "salting" her 
claim with $30,000. worth of 
Canadian radium. "Salting," 
in case you're not up on your 
mining terminology, is an old 



trick practiced by crooks to 
sell mine stock or the mine 
itself, The method entails 
planting rich ore in conspicu- 
ous places. 

Josie was incredulous at this 
accusation. At that time, para- 
doxically, her only income was 
$30 a month from water she 
sold to miners from a well she 
had dug herself. 

Other samples of the rich 
ore were sent to London and 
the Institute de Radium in 
Paris for further analysis. 
They all found a vast quantity 
of radium. 

According to the report from 
Mme. Curie's Paris institute, 
the ore contained a variety of 
urenium oxides.- It showed the 
latter assayed 130 milligrams 
of radium per ton,, or the 
equivalent of one gram per 
eight tons of ore, 

Robert Ripley heard of the 
discovery, investigated to his 
satisfaction, and had Josie 
Bishop on one of his radio 
programs, when he christened 
her the "Radium Queen." 

Word of this amazing find 
swept the, country. It was then 
that stocks ol a worldwide 
corporation tumbled almost 
overnight as the world began 
to realize that perhaps said 
corporation did not have a 
monopoly on the precious 
element. The losses are de- 
clared to have been hundreds 
of thousands or maybe a mil- 
lion or two-r-on paper. 

Josie, the obscure desert rat 
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of the Mojave Desert, instant- 
ly became the subject of an in- 
vestigation. When she , was 
accused of salting her claim 
with Canadian ore, there was 
nobody willing to prove or 
disprove the accusations. Thus 
the whole story was branded 
a hoax and radium "stocks" 
soared back to their former 
dizzy heights. But it was Josie 
who had taken the rap. 

Six years have passed since 
then. Nothing much has been 
done on the claims. Josie has 
bided her time, hoping, wait- 
ing. And now it looks as if her 
vigilence and patience have not 
been in vain. Josie's claims 
are now being investigated by 
U. S. Army Metallurgists. 
Their findings may well startle 
the world. 

Last July 11, Charles M.M 
Wright, professor of geophys- 
ics, with the aid of rada: 
locator instruments and ac 
companied by Major A. J 
Terrill, subjected the Bishop 
claims to exhaustive tests. 
Wright declared, "There 18 a 
potential Comstock Lode on the 
claims." 

What does Josie think about 
the possibilities? What does 
she have in mind for the 
future? She is going to sit 
tight until "things happen." 
She says she has been poor so 
long that she doeBn't have much 
interest in money. 
"What I want more than 
anything else now," she con- 
fesses wryly, "is as many 



sharp mining picks as I can 
g et " 

What then? 

"After that," she continues 
with a chuckle, "when my 
money really begins coming 
in, I'm going to build a home 
for old prospectors and miners 
and have an assay office for 
'em. If I were to give 1'em cash 
they'd go crazy." 

After this humane enter- 
prise is complete and under 
way, Josie is going to do work 
with subnormal children. "I 
went over to the Glen Falls 
Home one time," she explains, 
*'and saw the kids there. It 
made me sick and I couldn't 
sleep for a week. I'm going to 
work making those kids bet- 
ter." 

That's one of the reasons 
that Josie confesses to an 
ambition to "strike it rich." 
The other one is "just plain 
patriotic." She wants to pay 
taxes to California and the 
Federal Government, which 
she hasn't done in a long time. 

It should be stated here that 
Josie's claims contain a goodly 
amount of Uranium salts, and 
Uranium, you know — common- 
ly called U-235- -is the most 
powerful and mysterious of 
all the- elements, rightly re- 
ferred to as the Mr. X of the 
Ores. Science predicts amazing 
things for the world of tomor- 
row with Uranium harnessed 
properly and dispensing its 
mighty power all over the 
world. But that is another 
story. 
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" BOATS AND Of FAN -TAN. the Burmese 
HAS MORE FIRE THAN AN EMTIPE SQUADRON 
.T PERKY TO0IAS THOUGHT.' SO HE LED 
PAUL HARVEY, ON A DEVIOUS AND DEADLY 
OF FAN-TAN".' 
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OKAY, TEXAS! JUST MAKE BELIEVE 
YOU'RE ROPIN'A WILD BRAHMA! 

■ LET 'ER GO! 

YES, 
SIR 




1 I HOPE FAN-TAN DIDN'T V 
GET TIRED OF WAITING J 
Lf FORME! j-, • 1 


7 I'LL BET SHE 1 

DIDN'T EVEN 1 

KNOW YOU 1 

. WEKEGONE!^ 
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Sextet^ 
HJat News 



Meportc-d Exclusively 
tor this Maga&ine 

toy our Ace 
Correspondent 



This is an actual story based upon inside farts aathered from U.S.N. Information Bureaus 



MAJOR RICHARD BONG 
IS ALLT ME US. ACE 



First American to top 
Rickenb acker's list of 
twenty-six victories in 
air combat during World 
War I ... a modest but 
fast-flying and straight- 
shooting farmer boy be- 
came the terror of Jap' 
anese raiders! 

The story of Dick 
Bong and hiB twenty- 
seven triumphs over fly- 
ing Nipponese is an 
Inspiration to every fel- 
low American! 
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i LATER, FLYING I 
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IT'S SWELL HAVING 
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Be a RADIO Technician 

Get Into a Busy Field with 
a Bright Peacetime Future 

Train Beginners at Home 

for Good Spare Time 
and Full Time Radio Jobs 
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m\CH&OSE YOUR prize 




OTHER PRIZES \ 



BOYS! GIRLS! Do like thousands of others. Get swell 
prizes (or yourself or gifts for Mother and Dad. Many 

SHEET are GIVEN WITHOUT A CENT OF COST for selling 
40 Xmas Packs at 10c each. Some of the bigger prizes 
require extra money os stated in BIG PRIZE SHEET. 
It is easy to sell these Xmas Packs to your family, 
friends and neighbors. Each pack contains 96 Spar- 
kling Xmas Seals in brilliant colors — a big value. 
When sold, send us the money aria choose your 
prize from our Big Prize Sheet. 

Mail the coupon today for Xmas Packs and our Big 
Prize Sheet -tell us what prize you want. 



